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instead of worrying over the lies on which it rested ?
Why not have brought sweetness and light., joy and the
sun, into human lives ? Why not have painted idyllic
pictures of life's pleasures, instead of carving miniatory
" Resurrections" ? For whose good was all this
aspiration towards " the eternal stars and the great
stillness ", this wilful resignation of the joy of life ?
This, if I am not mistaken, is the thought which most
constantly persisted throughout these sombre latter
years.
We like to think of Henrik Ibsen as a great modern
realist; but are we right ? Would it not be nearer
the truth to describe him as a prodigal son of the old
Romanticism,1 who, in this last sad period, found his
faltering way back to the old Romantic home ?
That by virtue of his realism he won new kingdoms
for his art is not to be questioned. He destroyed the
artificiality of the drama as he found it, he made
the " machine-made play " impossible ; he gave the
theatre new, and many-facetted human figures ; he
welded, as no master before him, the past of a dramatic
action with the present. All that is true. But
none the less he was a Julian the Apostate, who fought
against his time, felt himself vanquished by his time,
and yet, in spite of defeat, fulfilled his calling in the
great world process. In 1863, when Ibsen's first
tragedy, The Pretenders., was produced, Friedrich
Hebbel, the greatest of his immediate predecessors,
closed his eyes in Vienna. Ibsen's place, so far as I
can now define it, is that of Hebbel's successor in
the higher dramatic poetry of Europe.
1 Cp. H. Kehler, Studier i detlbsenske drama, Edda, IV (1915), pp. 169 if,,
and V (1916), pp. 40 ff., 258 ff.

